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Pablo Neruda 


For CHRISTMAS 1967 


we wish you joy and bring you 
Thomas Merton 
Kenneth Patchen 
Martin Buber 
Percy Bysshe Shelley 


Adrian Mitchell, John Arden, Theodore 
Roszak, Allen Skinner... and more 


LET THE RAIL-SPLITTER AWAKE! 


Peace for the twilights to come, 

peace for the bridge, peace for the wine, 
peace for the stanzas which pursue me 
and in my blood uprise entangling 

my earlier songs with earth and loves, 


peace for the city in the morning 

when bread wakes up, peace for the 
Mississippi, 

source of rivers, 

peace for my brother’s shirt, 

peace for books like a seal of air, 

peace for the great kolkhoz of Kiev, 

peace for the ashes of those dead 

and of these other dead, peace 
for the grimy 

iron of Brooklyn, peace for 
the letter-carrier 

who from house to house goes like the day, 


peace for the choreographer who shouts 
through a funnel to the honeysuckle vine, 
peace for my own right hand 

that wants to write only Rosario, 

peace for the Bolivian, secretive 

as a lump of tin, peace 

so that you may marry, peace for all 

the saw-mills of Bio-Bio, 

peace for the torn heart 

of guerrilla Spain, 


peace for the little museum in Wyoming 

where the most lovely thing 

is a pillow embroidered with a heart, 

peace for the baker and his loaves, 

and peace for the flour, peace 

for all the wheat to be born, 

for all the love which will seek its 
tasselled shelter, 

peace for ali those alive: peace 

for all lands and all waters. 


Here I say farewell, I return 

to my house, in my dreams 

I return to Patagonia where 

the wind rattles the barns 

and the ocean spatters ice. 

I am nothing more than a poet: I love all 
of you, 

I wander about the world I love. 

In my country they jail miners 

and soldiers give orders to judges, 

but I love even the roots 

in my small cold country, 

if I had to die a thousand times over 

it is there I would die, 

if I had to be born a thousand times over 

it is there I would be born — 

near the tall wild pines, 

the tempestuous south wind, 

the newly-purchased bells. 


Let none think of me. 

Let us think of the entire earth 
and pound the table with love. 

I don’t want blood again 

to saturate bread, beans, music. 
I wish they would come with me: 
the miner, the little girl, 

the lawyer, the seaman, 

the doll-maker, 

to go into a movie and come out 
to drink the reddest wine. 

I did not come to solve anything. 
I came here to sing, 

and for you to sing with me. 


One of the world’s greatest living poets: Pablo 
Neruda reading at the International Poetry 
Conference in London. Photo, Douglas Jeffery. 
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FILMS/PETER WILLIS 


Half-realism 


The best that can be said of Poor Cow 
(now showing at the London Pavilion) 
is that it is at least authentic. And 
that the photography is very nice. 
Unfortunately, the near-lyrical camera 
work and the pastel Eastman Colour 
tones are mostly at odds with the 
prevailing mood of the script, which 
is one of tough “realism” (note 
quotes). 


Poor Cow, written by Nell (Up the 
Junction) Dunn, and starring Carol 
(Cathy Come Home) White, is a study 
of the community, physically to be 
found close to the heart, but spirit- 
ually on the fringe of our civilised 
society: the ironically termed “ work- 
ing class’, where money is tight, work 
elusive, shiftlessness inevitable, and 
where crime is accepted as a legiti- 
mate source of income, and not in- 
consistent with the concealed mores 
of the higher social strata. 


Joy - the “ poor cow” - gets married 
too young to a thief, who is brutal and 
violent to her; she has a baby - a drag 
on her life, but also an emotional 
anchor when first her husband and 
then her boy-friend (another thief but 
this time a nice one, played by 
Terence Stamp) get put inside. Then 
she drifts into an array of part-time 
jobs - barmaid, model at a dubious 
photography class - sleeping around 
and thinking of turning professional 


in this latter respect. When her hus- 
band comes out of jail, she listlessly 
takes up with him again. 


The style is semi-documentary; all the 
filming was done on location, mostly 
in South London, and the improvised 
dialogue and Carol White’s soliloquies 
strike the ear as authentic, average, 
working-class idiom (and if they seem 
a little flat, it’s because they aren’t 
the best examples, which is what the 
cinema normally strives for, and for 


which it is usually prepared to em- § 


ploy a team of writers). 


The style, too, owes a lot to Godard. 
It reflects his recurrent study of 
prostitution as a symbol of city life - 
except that, being Britain,this is only 
near-prostitution. Also his style, the 
face-on-to-the camera soliloquies; the 
chapter headings. Except that, 
whereas Godard uses chapter head- 
ings in an attempt to bring some 
degree of comprehensibility and con- 
trol to the unruly and disparate mass 
of information that demands to be 
presented when one begins to think 
seriously about life, here the chapter- 
headings are unnecessary, a stylistic 
device which palls, since the informa- 
tion has already been sifted and pre- 
selected. 

In this respect, the film might usefully 
have picked up a lot.more from 
Godard. Its mundane and uncomprom- 


gd CND 


sends warmest Christmas greetings to all readers. 


We have even more hard work lined up for you in the New 
Year with two major demonstrations, at Birkenhead and 


Aldermaston, and a nationwide campaign to make the 
Government respect the wishes of the majority of the British 


people for peace in Vietnam. 


You can join CND (and receive ‘“ Sanity ” and “ Campaign ” 
every month by post) by sending £2 to CND, 14 Grays Inn Road, 


London WC1. 


Seasons greetings 
feels special responsibility for all prisoners of 
peace including its Chairman Michael Randle 
and wishes strength to war resisters all over 
the world in 1968 


WAR RESISTERS’ INTERNATIONAL 
Lansbury House, 88 Park Avenue, Enfield, Middlesex, England 


WAR RESISTANCE WRI badge Don Milani’s 

quarterly journal mes — SELF DEFENCE: one of 
of the WRI (Broken Rifle) the finest commentaries 
Annual sub: 10s 3s a piece on militarism. 2s 6d 


Christmas greetings to 


Peace News readers 


Goopwin 
Press 


135 FONTHILL ROAD LONDON N4 


ising “documentary” approach 
makes the last British attempt at 
cinematic “realism” (A Taste of 


Honey; A Kind of Loving, etc) seem 
comparatively romantic. As it hap- 
pens, since both schools present only 
a partial view of life, they neither 


have a very valid claim on reality 


(note absence of quotes), nor, in 
comparison with Godard, a very use- 


ful grasp of it. 
But the main failing of Poor Cow I 
would ascribe to lack of self- 


confidence. Its opening - Carol White, 


Carol White in still from ‘“‘ Poor Cow ”:'Photo by Warner-Pathe 


looking appropriately bovine being 
delivered of a baby - is intended to 
shock, but is presented mildly, almost 
diffidently. And this pervades the 
entire film. The flatness of the dia- 
logue - for all its good intent - and 
the softness of the colours all con- 
spire against the sharp, harsh situa- 
tion with which ‘it’s supposed to be 
coming to grips. It could have inspired 
anger, or at least compassion, but it 
goes off half-cocked and is, sadly, un- 
likely to raise more than a passing 
yawn. 


THE NATIONAL PEACE 
COUNCIL 


29 Great James Street, London WC1 
sends 


GREETINGS 


to its fifty affiliated organisations 


to all who work for peace 


to all who support the cause of peace 


WELCOMES 1968 
NPC Diamond Jubilee year 


giving thanks to all who have carried the torch of peace in the 
past and wishing strength and courage to all who carry this 


forward to the future. 


Christian Action 


sends greetings to all 
Peace News readers, 
especially those who 
have assisted our many 
projects during 1967 


Christian Action, 2 Amen Court, London, EC4. 


Oscar Schindler, a Catholic from the 
Sudetenland, witnessed the occupa- 
tion of the Prussian superman: 


“Tn all their cunning propaganda, 
these lying hypocrites, these sadis- 
tic murderers promised to free my 
homeland, the Sudetenland [from 
Czechoslovakia], but in fact they 
degraded it to a colony and plun- 
dered it mercilessly.” 


In 1939, when the war broke out, 
Schindler opened up a factory in 
Cracow, where, after a year, he 
managed to employ 150 Jewish 
workers and issue work cards to their 
families, thus freeing them from the 
ghetto and giving them the chance to 
live as human beings. 


In 1942, when the order came tto dis- 
solve ithe ghetto, Schindler transferred 
the large “family” in his care to 
where he could set up his own pro- 
tective ‘private “ concentration 
camp”. He sold all he had, and his 
wife’s jewellery and possessions, to do 
this and to reprieve his people when 
they were arrested during SS raids. 
He was ‘arrested three times himself 
for “ bribing officers ” and for “ taking 
consideration of Jewish needs ”. 

Less a theoretical thinker ‘than a 
spontaneous humanitarian, Herr 
Schindler did what he did because he 
saw no alternative. He saved whom 
he could, 1,300 people. Now he lives 


foreman had been planted by larger 
groups of reactionary rowdies, and 
since this was not an isolated case of 
overt animosity, Herr Schindler had 
no wish ‘to continue and therefore 
closed his factory. Now he lives on a 
small provisional pension till his 
actual pension comes through. 

In Israel there is an association of 
Schindler Jews, people whose lives he 
has saved, and they affectionately 
celebrate his birthday, April 28. They 
have now applied for permission from 
the Israeli government to transfer 
some money to him. He has twice 
been invited there and has had ‘trees 
planted ‘in his honour. 


But among people who did not ex- 
perience his help, the name of Oscar 
Schindler is ‘insufficiently known. Like 
Ernst Friedrich, a man inexhaustible 
in his opposition ‘to war and brutality 
who retired to a small “island of 
peace”’ on the River Seine, and like 
Dr Armin Wegner, who, as a _ uni- 
versity lecturer, wrote a moving 
personal letter to Hitler in 1933 and 
was possibly the first to suffer SS 
treatment, Oscar Schindler is an un- 
sung hero. 
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Helen MayerA\ TRIBUTE TO 
CIVIL DISOBEDIENCE 


On Monday, December 4, this was to 
some extent made up to him. Under 
the auspices of the Martin Buber 
Peace Foundation, high tribute was 
paid to him at a meeting in London, 
and he had the chance to meet many 


of his old friends. J. B. Priestley ti 


called his personality ‘‘ a steady clever 
goodness”. Mr Priestley said that 
there were many people who meant 
very well but who were neither very 
steady nor very clever. He spoke of 
his experience in the Campaign for 
Nuclear Disarmament, and said that 
it might have succeeded if people had 
been a little cleverer or a little 
steadier in their goodness. 


Both Priestley and Lord Sorensen, 
who left the front bench of the House 
of Lords in order to officiate, spoke of 
Schindler’s kindness, fellow feeling, 
and compassion. Rabbi Hardman of 
Hendon Synagogue, who was a chap- 
lain in the forces during the liberation 
of Belsen, said that he saw something 
of the Divine in the work that Schind- 
ler did in the circumstances as he 
knew them to have been. 

During ‘the evening, Polish artist 
Kasimierz Pacewicz presented a paint- 


ing, ‘Madonna Dolorosa of the 
Ghetto ” for auction, and Polish born 
concert pianist Natalia Karp gave a 
Chopin recital in which she included 
the Nocturne she played at Ausch- 
witz which saved her from extermina- 
on. 

Expansively, kindly, Herr Schindler 
accepted the tributes which were paid 
him with that quality of humility that 
marks a great man. And in a special 
message for the occasion, Arthur 
Koestler wrote: ‘‘ There is ‘a Talmudic 
story called the Legend of the Thirty- 
Six Just Men. It says that in every 
successive generation, 36 just men 
are born. They are dispersed over the 
world. They are not distinguished by 
birth, rank, or office. Nobody knows 
that they are one of the 36, and it is 
possible that they themselves have no 
knowledge of it. 


“Yet without the 36, mankind could 
not survive because God in his wrath 
would destroy it, as he destroyed 
Sodom and Gomorrah. So we must be 
grateful to the 36 just men and thank 
them every day for our continued 
existence. So much for the legend. Its 
message should be obvious to all.” 


THEATRE/BETTY ROSZAK 


in Frankfurt/Main and does a good 
deal of broadcasting and conference 
work round the country. He pins his 


Child’s Play 


& 
Sage 


hopes for a better world on the young 
people and promotes ‘international 
exchange as much as he can. 

“As we get to know one another, 
hatred and distrust will diminish,” he 
says. “If we would use some of the 
money spent on the trial flights of 
the 70 crashed Starfighters for this 
purpose, it would be better spent.” 
Himself a refugee from the Sudeten- 
land at the end of the war, Herr 
Schindler spent some years ‘in South 
America before starting up another 
small factory in Frankfurt. 

Four years ago he was beaten up by 
his own foreman for what he had 
done in the war. Knowing that this 


DONT FORGET 


Paul Goodman’s MESSAGE TO THE 
MILITARY - INDUSTRIAL  COM- 
PLEX, 


published simultaneously in PEACE 
NEWS and FREEDOM last week. 


Broadside reprints are available NOW, 
price Gd (5s per dozen; 5 doz for £1) 
Order your quantities from Housmans, 
5 Caledonian Road, London N1. 


BOOK 
TOKENS 


issued and exchanged by 
Housmans, 5 Caledonian Road, Lon- 
don N1. 


Every book in print available. 


Yevgeny Schwartz’s The Dragon, now 
at the Royal Court Theatre till 
January 13, is a gentle, sentimental 
fable on the nature of tyranny. 
Schwartz’s 'theme, that unless people 
learn to have compassion for one 
another, one form of hated tyranny 
will ‘inevitably be followed by yet 
another, perhaps even more despic- 
able, is so simple and explicit as to 
make the play a painless and effective 
child’s introduction to political ideas. 
It’s all decorated with the familiar 
and beloved trappings of children’s 
fairy tales, and very imaginatively 
staged and costumed by Abd’ Elkader 
Farrah. 

The action starts in a circus setting, 
with thick ropes hanging from the 
ceiling ‘to give the effect of a tent 
structure. Flashing red, blue, and 
yellow theatrical lights; a one-man- 
band playing a ludicrous tune on his 
saxophone; two sad-faced clowns 
capering and posing; acrobat-girls 
prancing about the stage: all set the 
wordless ‘introduction to ‘the story 
that follows. 

And the story is that familiar one of 
the dragon terrorising a town into 
submission to his wishes. Lancelot- 
Perseus-St George (the hero) finds 
even the father of the girl about to 
be sacrificed to the dragon making 
rationalisations about why the town 
must have its dragon: “The only 
way to be safe from dragons is to 
have a dragon of your own,” he says. 
This puts the idea of deterrence and 
the balance of terror in its proper 
place: the raving of a “silly” in a 
fairy tale. So much for crackpot 
realism. 

All the townspeople have learnt to 
live with their particular tyrant. Even 
the amusing ‘talking cat says it’s too 
much trouble to worry about; better 
to sit and dream before the fire. All 
are secure in their specific misery. 
When rescue seems possible, the 


mayor worries about a change in the 
status quo. Nevertheless, tthe dragon 
is killed. 

But when the hero, seemingly mort- 


xy 


Programme cover from Yevgeny Schwartz’s play “‘ The Dragon ” 


ally wounded, vanishes, the mayor 
and his villainous son sieze the 
opportunity to become the new 
tyrants. After all, aren’t the villagers 
broken in spirit and accustomed to 
ittyranny? Why give them insecure 
freedom, when they can have the old 
comforting despotism? So the ‘cycle 
is renewed. 

One sees in The Dragon, rather than 
the more savage forms of satire that 
we are accustomed to in “ Western ” 
theatre, a sense of tender playful- 
ness, whiich makes iit such a good 
choice as a children’s play. The only 
fault in this production is a certain 
slackness in the middle. Victor 
Henry, for example, plays his Sir 
Lancelot a bit too heavily: a man 
perhaps too sincerely burdened with 
his own goodness. His speech after 
the fight with the dragon is unneces- 
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sarily long and drawn out. 

The lines are admittedly preachy, but 
a speeded-up delivery could help. 
Children (even adults) are likely to 
get restless in several spots. If the 
slack of the play could be tightened 
up, even younger children, say, in 
the 6-8 year range, could appreciate 
the gentle humour of The Dragon. As 
it’s played now, only older children 
will sit through iit happily 

However, compared with the usual 
level of Christmas entertainment, the 
Royal Court’s production offers real 
nourishment rather than mere con- 
fectionary, and a chance for adults 
to enjoy themselves along with their 
children for a change, instead of 
being bored escorts. I. recommend 
The Dragon as an antidote to Peter 
Pan and the overbloated commer- 
cialism of Dr Doolittle. 


EDITORIAL 
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A tear or a cheer at the 
end of the year? 


The current political scandal over the 
South African arms embargo ‘is a 
remarkably pure example of our per- 
vasive folly in government. We start 
with the brute economic fact that 
there is no way whatever, under our 
present arrangements, for us to 
escape disastrous economic recession 
except by massive government spend- 
ing on armaments, which in turn have 
to be sold in order to win lucrative 
export earnings. This is neither an 
abstract idea nor an outdated cliche, 
it is the truth. It is a conclusion that 
can be backed up by careful analysis 
of the economic facts and the alterna- 
tive proposals, and precisely because 
of the way our economic situation is 
presently constituted, no other con- 
clusion is possible. 


Of course, nobody in power is much 
bothered about this, but the pinch 
comes when buyers have to be found, 
and when one of the countries angling 
for big contracts happens to be an 
overtly fascist State. Certainly, the 
“ idealistic” Left has “right” on its 
side, in the superficial sense that guns 
simply should not be sold to racists, 
period. But in the larger perspective, 
of course, there cannot be a “right” 
answer when ‘the problem as a whole 
is wrongly conceived from the start, 
and when ‘the issue lis persistently 
isolated from lits causes. This way we 
come inevitably to the politics of the 
lesser evil, as exemplified in the false 
choice between trading with racists or 
initiating harsh and_ restrictive 
measures iin the domestic economy. 


In the wrong framework, that is, 
events wreak themselves according to 
the iron necessity imposed by the 
framework, which you and J and the 
idealistic liberals are almost totally 
powerless to cope with directly. And 
the larger framework in ‘this particu- 
lar instance has to do with this 
country’s last-ditch retention of world 
privilege and its ahsurd posturings as 
an imperial power with an unspecified 
“ global role’. It has to do with white 
commercial and military hegemony 
throughout the colonised Third World, 
and with the West’s destructive 
attempts to push the worldwide 
colonial revolution away from equali- 
tarianism and into violent, authori- 
tarian, and even totalitarian chains. 


So far, the debate on the arms em- 
bargo among the Parliamentary 
Labour Party has been conducted 
mainly on the level of good cowboys 
versus bad injuns. The Left needs to 
Tealise that positive politics in any 
long-term consideration of this ‘issue 
involves liquidating African and East 
of Suez commitments, withdrawing 
from NATO, severing our economic 
dependence on American corporate 
capitalism, and so forth. This ‘is what 
will have to be hammered home time 
and time again before we begin to 
move towards decisive change in both 
domestic and foreign policy. 


Further, there are some more general 
remarks that need to be made about 
the Cabinet rift, the alleged Party 
revolt, and the crazy goings on that 
have ensued in the wake of the furore 
over the arms embargo. The worst 


NEXT WEEK 
Theodore Roszak 
MUMFORD and the 
MEGAMACHINE 


feature of our present social climate 
is the public atmosphere in which this 
kind of issue is discussed, somewhat 
as follows. 


Item: The Guardian casually reports 
that Mr Wilson had told some of his 
friends that he would, if necessary, 
“take an extreme course to settle 
both the South African arms issue and 
the leadership issue. He would resign, 
advise the Queen to allow 48 hours iin 
which the Parliamentary Party could 
choose a leader, stand for the leader- 
ship himself again, and thus rout his 
opponents ”. The Guardian adds, with 
astoundingly cheery cynicism, that Mr 
Wilson would ‘‘ win the battle in the 
end, however bloody ‘it proved ”’. 


Item: An unnamed Cabinet Minister 
tells political correspondents that he 
cannot understand why anybody 
keeps talking about the need for 
Coalition, since a coalition of factions 
is all that the Labour Party has ever 
been. “God must be on our side, 
otherwise we could never have sur- 
vived till now ”. 


When this kind of public ‘talk about 
our politics can proceed without rous- 
ing immediate disgust and dissent, we 
are indeed in moral chaos. Their very 
“candour” and “frankness” itself 
corrupts ‘the credibility and honour of 
these men beyond repair. Since this 
is what political responsibility means 
to our professional politicians, why 
the devil should the electorate respect 
politics? Why on earth should they 
not believe, as an article of faith, that 
all political thinking ‘is an endless 
hoax? And why should any man of 
sense or spirit waste his time, energy, 
and talent coming up through political 
ranks in which disinterestedness and 
pure conviction are the commonly 
accepted marks of stupidity? 


These people do not have even the 
slight honesty of intention that merits 
rational disagreement and discussion 
of differences. They are utterly irrele- 
vant to our real needs, and their style 
of operation deserves to be dismissed 
out of hand. For iit is an inauthentic 
Style: it is predicated on roles and 
symbols, poisoned by words, votes, 
and cash, and wrapped round in 
cellophane paper without any live 
contact whatever. The really import- 
ant problems that face us in our 
society - the war economy, the 
poverty, ‘the unemployment, the 


apathy of workmen, the growing 


racism, the benevolent regimentation, 
the lack of real democracy, the tech- 
nological compulsiveness, the con- 
formity, the cynicism of the young - 
will be certainly not solved, but im- 
mediately diminished if only we can 
get rid of this cellophane wrapping. 


The importance of each of these 
periodic scandals is that they help to 
do just this: they remove some more 
of the cellophane wrapping, and what 
do we see but a bunch of ruthless 
cynics, playing frantically at public 
relations, grimacing like clowns, utter- 
ing lies and gibberish, behaving like 
morons, talking soft soap like con 
men, cajoling like pimps! People 
begin to ask themselves: What are 
these men doing to us? How come 
they grin like madmen in ‘these 
photos? Why are they there? And 
the answer is, they are like Christmas 
presents by the time you read ‘this 
paper, they are bought! 


Then, the current uproar, coming as 
it does at the end of a year probably 
unexampled in modern political 
history for governmental fraud, dis- 
honour, betrayal, and plain bungling 
foolishness, from Stansted to Concord, 
from Greece ‘to the British Museum, 
from Rhodesia to Vietnam 'to Unem- 
ployment to Devaluation, is perhaps 
an occasion for mild applause. Can it 
be that more and more people are 
now waking up _ and_ becoming 
nauseated with the domineering 
organised system of party politics, 
administration, education, and com- 
munications that has been emasculat- 
ing us 'this last decade? I don’t know, 
not for sure, but I do know that I feel 
a little more optimistic than I did this 
time last year. 


Forward, then, to 1968 with a will and 
a determination! The system thrives 
on public defeatism and resignation, 
and underneath the surface there is 
an appalling disaster being prepared. 
But in a sick society, the initial step 
towards health is to cry Sick! It is a 
great time to become vocal and angry 
and indignant, to shout ‘and ‘insist, to 
call ‘them hucksters of justice and 
corrupters of the truth, to demand 
that they get off our backs or quit. 
None of this is very positive, certainly, 
but it is essential if we are ever to 
make a start. It is just possible ‘that 
now we suddenly have more hope of 
getting down to our real problems and 
perhaps avoiding catastrophe. R.B. 


JOHN 
BALL'S 
COLUMN 


As usual, I can’t decide whether to 
wish you a merry Christmas or not. 
On the one hand it seems positively 
insulting to wish anyone joy from a 
cynical commercial rampage, particu- 
larly if the festival to which ‘it is 
attached - the birth of Christ - is 
anathema to them. Or even, I suppose, 
if they are Christians and the event 
is an occasion of cherished signific- 
ance. On the other hand, almost any 
peacefully-inspired festival meets with 
my approval as a way of momentarily 
alleviating the various miseries 
society inflicts on us. Indeed, I’d hope 
to see them featuring in the perfect 
society, if only 'to relieve the mono- 
tony. That’s not really fair - my truly 
perfect society, more agrarian than 
the present one (fat chance) would 
be far more aware of the changing 
seasons, and festivals would be as 
natural, if not as frequent, as rain. 
But meanwhile, a saturnalia in the 
middle of the winter of our discontent 
seems more Called-for than ever. (One 
wonders ‘if, say, devaluation was timed 
so that an old-fashioned, extravagant 
Christmas - at old prices for the most 
part - would take the edge off any 
angry reaction to iits more biting 
effects - due about mid-January, I’d 
guess.) Oh hell - have a happy Christ- 
mas. Disgustingly happy, if need be. 


+ + > 
Too-true seasonal sign, seen in an off- 
licence: “Christmas reductions! 
Value and Quality.” 

“ * s 


Just one small plug for Christmas. 
The current issue of Liberation, the 
radical pacifist monthly from America, 
is ‘a remarkable double ‘issue con- 
ceived as attribute ‘to the late A. J. 
Muste. Besides the beautiful photo- 
graphs, poems, and layout, there are 
excellent articles on Muste as human- 
istic revolutionary (Sidney Lens), 
Muste and his family (Nat Hentoff), 
Muste’s revolutionary pacifism and 
non-violence (Noam Chomsky, Paul 
Goodman), and Muste as visionary and 
prophet (Mulford Sibley). 

The magazine ends with a moving 
essay by Paul Goodman about his son 
Matty Goodman, who was killed while 
mountain climbing earlier this sum- 
mer, soon after he had begun to en- 
gage lin total resistance to the war by 
burning his draft card; it serves as a 
powerful reminder that the qualities 
which everyone admired in Muste are 
being continually reborn in the young. 


But perhaps the most revealing re- 
mark ‘about Muste in this issue of 
Liberation ‘is one made some years 
ago by his son John: “ You know, the 
basic ‘thing about my father is that 
whether he’s at a ball game or climb- 
ing over a fence into a missile base, 
he’s always at peace within himself. 
He’s the happiest man I’ve ever 
known. I don’t believe a man can be 
that happy, but he is, he really is.” 
Well, perhaps iit’s too late now to 
start thinking about Christmas pre- 
sents, but you could give yourself a 
New Year treat. From Housmans, 
price 3s 6d. 
* s a 

East Germany, so I’ve just been told, 
has upped its defence budget by 62%. 
Three ‘weeks ago, ‘its state-sponsored 
Leipzig film festival, under the general 
heading ‘“‘films for the world - films for 
peace”, kicked off with a session con- 
sisting entirely of army films. This 
was the festival at which, last year, 
the Peace News film, Postcards Home, 
was awarded a diploma of merit. 
Presumably films for peace are paci- 
fist if made by the enemy; militaristic 
if made by oneself. 


P. B. Shelley 


MANIFESTO 


Shelley: Water-colour by Edward Williams 


Two poems 


No man has a right to be respected for any other 
possessions but those of virtue and talents. Titles 
are tinsel, power a corrupter, glory a bubble, and 
wealth a libel on its possessor. 


No man has a right to monopolise more than he 
can enjoy; what the rich give to the poor, whilst 
millions are starving, is not a perfect favour but 
an imperfect right. 


Those who believe that Heaven is what Earth has 
been, a monopoly in the hands of a favoured 
few, would do well to reconsider their opinions; 
if they find it came from their priest or their 
ee aden they could do no better than reject 
it. 


The present generation cannot bind their post- 
erity. The few cannot promise for the many. 


No man has the right to do an evil in order that 
good may come. 

Expediency is inadmissible in morals. Polities 
are only sound when conducted on principles of 
morality. They are, in fact, the morals of nations. 


Man has no right to kill his brother; it is no 
excuse that he does so in uniform. He only adds 
to the crime of murder the infamy of servitude. 


Belief is involuntary; nothing involuntary is 
either meritorious or reprehensible. A man ou ht 


not to be considered worse or better for his 
belief. 


Man, whatever be his country, has the same 
rights in one place as another; the rights of 
universal citizenship. 


The only use of government is to repress the 
vices of man. If man were today sinless, tomorrow 
he would have a right to demand that govern- 
ment and all its evils should cease. 


All have a right to an equal share in the benefits 
and burdens of government. Any disabilities for 
opinion imply, by their existence, barefaced 
tyranny on the side of government, ignorant 
slavishness on the side of the governed. 


Government has no rights; it is a delegation from 
several individuals for the purpose of securing 
their own. It is therefore just only in so far as it 
exists by their consent, and useful only in so far 
as it operates to their well-being. 

Government is devised for the security of rights. 


The rights of man are liberty and an equal 
participation in the commonage of nature. 
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A man must have a right to act in a certain 
manner before it can be his duty. He may, before 
he ought. 


A man has a right to unrestricted liberty of 
discussion; falsehood is a scorpion that will sting 
itself to death. 


A man not only has a right to discuss and express 
his thoughts; it is his duty to do so. 

No law has a right to discourage the practice of 
truth. A man ought to speak the truth on every 
occasion, for a duty can never be criminal, and 
what is not criminal cannot be injurious. 


A man has a right to think as his reason directs. 
It is a duty that he owes to himself to think with 
freedom, that he may the better act from con- 
viction. 


The rights of man, in our present state of society, 
are only to be secured by some degree of coercion 
to be exercised on their violator. The sufferer has 
a right that the degree of coercion involved be 
as slight as possible. 

It may be considered as a plain proof of the 
hollowness of any peroposteea if power be used 
to enforce, instead of reason to persuade. its 
admission. Government is never supported by 
fraud until it cannot be supported by reason. 


A delegation of individuals, for the purpose of 
securing their rights, can nave no undelegated 
power of restraining the expression of their 
opinion. 

Every man has a right to a certain amount of 
leisure and liberty, because it is his duty to 
attain to a certain degree of knowledge. He may, 
before he ought. 


Man! you whose rights are here declared, be no 
longer forgetful of your destination. Think of 
your rights; of those possessions that will give 
you virtue and wisdom, by which you may arrive 
at happiness and freedom. They are declared to 
you by one who knows your dignity, for every 
hour his heart swells with honourable pride in 
the contemplation of what you might attain; they 
are declared to you by one who is not forgetful 
of your degeneracy, for every moment brings 
home to him the bitter conviction of what you 
are. 


by 


Kenneth Patchen 


| HAVE LIGHTED THE 
CANDLES, MARY 


I have lighted the candles, Mary. 
How softly breathes your little Son. 


My wife has spread the table 

With our best cloth. There are apples, 
Bright as red clocks, upon the mantel. 
The snow is a weary face at the window. 
How sweetly does He sleep. 


“Into this bitter world, O Terrible Huntsman! ” 
I say, and she takes my hand — “ Hush, 
You will wake him ”. 


The taste of tears is on her mouth 

When I kiss her. I take an apple 

And hold it tightly in my fist; 

The cold, swollen face of war leans in the window. 


They are blowing out the candles, Mary. 
The world is a thing gone mad tonight. 

O hold Him tenderly, dear Mother, 

For His is a kingdom in the hearts of men. 


WHEN WE WERE HERE 
TOGETHER 


When we were here together in a place we did not know, nor one 
another. 


A bit of grass held between the teeth for a moment, bright hair on 
the wind. 


What we were we did not know, nor even the grass or the flame of 
hair turning to ash on the wind. 


But they lied about that. From the beginning they lied. To the 
child, telling him that there was somewhere anger against him, 
and a hatred against him, and only for the reason of his being 
in the world. 


But never did they tell him that the only evil and danger was in 
themselves; that they alone were the poisoners and the 
betrayers; that they — they alone — were responsible for what 
was being done in the world. 


And they told the child to starve and to kill the child that was 
within him; for only by doing this could he become a useful and 
adjusted member of the community which they had prepared 
for him. 


And this time, alas, they did not lie. 


And with the death of the child was born a thing that had neither 
the character of a man nor the character of a child, but was a 
horrible and monstrous parody of the two; and it is in this 
world now that the flesh of man’s spirit lies twisted and 
despoiled under the indifferent stars. 


When we were here together in a place we did not know, nor one 
another. 


O green the bit of warm grass between our teeth. O beautiful the 
hair of our mortal goddess on the indifferent wind. 
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‘Into this world, this demented inn, Christ comes uninvited’ 


THOMAS MERTON 


The time of the End is the time of no room 


Note: In its Biblical sense, the expression “ the 
End” does not necessarily mean only “the 
violent, sudden, and bad end.” Biblical 
eschatology must not be confused with the 
vague and anxious eschatology of human fore- 
boding. We live in an age of two superimposed 
eschatologies: that of secular anxieties and 
hopes, and that of revealed fulfillment. Some- 
times the first is merely mistaken for the 
second, sometimes it results from complete 
denial and despair of the second. 


In point of fact, the pathological fear of the 
violent end which, when sufficiently roused, 
actually becomes a thinly disguised hope for 
the violent end, provides something of the 
climate of confusion and despair in which the 
more profound hopes of Biblical eschatology 
are realised: for everyone is forced to confront 
the possibility, and to accept or reject them. 
This definitive confrontation is precisely what 
Biblical eschatology announces to us. 


In speaking of “the time of the End,” we 
therefore need to keep in mind both these 
levels of meaning. But it should be clear that 
for the author, there is no question of prognos- 
tication or Apocalypse, but only a sober state- 
ment about the climate of our time, a time of 
finality and fulfillment. 


When the perfect and ultimate message, ‘the joy 
which is The Great Joy, explodes silently on the 
world, there ‘is no longer any room for sadness. 
Therefore no circumstance in the Christmas 
Gospel, however trivial it may seem, ‘is to ‘be left 
out of The Great Joy. In the special and heavenly 
light which shines round the coming of the Word 
into the world, all ordinary things are trans- 
figured. In the mystery of Peace which is pro- 
claimed to a world that cannot believe ‘in peace, 
a world of suspicion, hatred ‘and distrust, even the 
rejection of the Prince of Peace takes on some- 
thing of the colour and atmosphere of peace. 


So there was no room at the inn? True! But that 
is simply mentioned in passing, in a matter of fact 
sort of way, as the Evangelist points to what he 
really means us ‘to see: the picture of pure peace, 
pure joy. “She wrapped her first born Son in 
swaddling clothes and laid Him in the manger ” 
(Luke 2: 7). By now we know it well, and yet we 
all might still be questioning it, except that a 
reason was given for an act that might otherwise 
have seemed strange: “there was no room for 
them at the inn.” Well, then, they obviously found 
some other place! 


But when we read ‘the Gospels and come to know 
them thoroughly, we realise that there are other 
reasons why it was necessary that there be no 
room at the inn, and why there had to ‘be some 
other place. In fact, the inn was the last place 
‘in the world for the birth of the Lord. 

The Evangelists, preparing us for the ‘announce- 
ment of the birth of the Lord, remind us that the 
fullness of time has come. Now is the 'time of 
final decision, the time of mercy, ‘the “ accep 
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time,” the time of settlement, the time of the 
end. It ‘is the time of repentance, the time for the 
fulfillment of all promises, for the Promised One 
has come. 

But with the coming of the end, a great bustle 
and business begins to shake the nations of the 
world. The time of the end is the time of massed 
armies, ‘wars and rumours of wars,” of huge 
crowds moving this way and that, of “men 
withering away for fear,” of flaming cities and 
sinking fleets, of smoking lands laid waste, of 
technicians planning grandiose acts of destruction. 
The time of the end is the time of the Crowd: 
and ‘the eschatological message is spoken in a 
world where, precisely because of the vast in- 
definite roar of armies on the move and the rest- 
lessness of turbulent mobs, the message can be 
heard only with difficulty. 


Yet it is heard by those who are aware ‘that the 
display of power, hubris, and destruction ‘is part 
of the kerygma. That which is to be judged 
announces itself, introduces itself by its sinister 
and ‘arrogant claim to absolute power. Thus it is 
identified, and those who decide in favour of this 
claim are numbered, marked with the sign of 
power, aligned with power, and destroyed with it. 


Why then was the inn crowded? Because of the 
census, the eschatological massing of the “ whole 
world ” in centres of registration, to be numbered, 
to ‘be identified with ithe structure of imperial 
power. The purpose of the census: to discover 
those who were 'to be taxed. To find out those who 
were eligible for service in the armies of the 
empire. 


News at zero 


The Bible had not been friendly to a census in 
the days when God was 'the ruler of Israel (II 
Samuel 24). The numbering of the people of God 
by an alien emperor and their full consent to it 
was itself an eschatological sign, preparing those 
who could understand it to meet judgment with 
repentance, After all, in the Apocalyptic literature 
of the Bible, this “ summoning together ”’, or con- 
vocation of the powers of the earth to do battle, 
is the great sign of “the end”. For then “the 
demon spirits that work wonders go out to the 
Kings all over ‘the world to muster them for battle 
on the great Day of God Almighty ” (Revelations 
16:14), And “the Beasts and the Kings of the 
earth and their armies gathered to make war on 
him who was mounted on ‘the horse and on his 
army” (Revelations 19: 19). Then all the birds of 
prey gather from all sides in response to the 
angel’s cry: 
“ Gather for God’s great banquet, and eat tthe 
bodies of Kings, commanders and mighty men, 
of horses and ‘their riders .. .” (Revelations 
19: 18). 
It was therefore impossible that the Word should 
lose Himself by ‘being born ‘into shapeless and 
passive mass. He had indeed emptied Himself, 
taken the form of God’s servant, man. But He did 
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man, faceless man. It was therefore right that 
there should be no room for Him in a crowd that 
had been called ‘together as an eschatological 
sign. His being born outside that crowd is even 
more of a sign. That there ‘is no room for Him is 
a sign of 'the end. 


Nor are the tidings of great joy announced ‘in the 
crowded inn. In the massed crowd there are 
always new tidings of joy and disaster. Where 
each new announcement is the greatest of 
announcements, where every day’s disaster ‘is 
beyond compare, every day’s danger demands the 
ultimate sacrifice, all news and all judgment is 
reduced to zero. News becomes merely a new 
noise ‘in the mind, briefly replacing the noise that 
went before ‘it and yielding to the noise that comes 
after it, so that eventually everything blends into 
the same monotonous and meaningless rumour. 
News? There is so much news that there ‘is no 
room left ‘for 'the 'true tidings, the ‘Good News,” 
The Great Joy. 

Hence The Great Joy is announced, after all, ‘in 
silence, loneliness, and darkness, to shepherds 
“living in the fields” or “diving in the country- 
side” and apparently unmoved by the rumours 
or massed crowds. These are the remnant of the 
desert-dwellers, the nomads, the true Israel. 


Even though “‘'the whole world ” ‘is ordered to be 
‘inscribed, they do not seem to be affected. 
Doubtless they have registered, as Joseph and 
Mary will register, but they remain outside the 
agitation, and untouched by the vast movement, 
the massing of hundreds and thousands of people 
everywhere lin the towns and cities. 


They are ‘therefore quite otherwise signed. They 
are designated, surrounded by a great light, they 
receive the message of The Great Joy, and they 
‘believe it with joy. They see the Shekinah over 
them, recognise themselves for what ‘they are. 
They are the remnant, the people of no account, 
who are therefore chosen: the anawim. And they 
ergy the light. Nor was anything else asked of 
them. 


They go and they see not a prophet, not a spirit, 
but the Flesh in which the glory of the Lord will 
be revealed and by whiich all men will be delivered 
from the power that is in the world, the power 
‘that seeks to destroy the world because the world 
is God’s creation, the power that mimics creation, 
and in doing so, pillages and exhausts the re- 
sources of a bounteous God-given earth. 


Haemorrhage 


We live in the time of no room, which is the time 
of the end. The time when everyone is obsessed 
with lack of time, lack of space, with saving time, 
conquering space, projecting into time and space 
the anguish produced within them by the tech- 
nological furies of size, volume, quantity, speed, 
number, price, power, and acceleration. 


The primordial blessing, ‘‘ increase and multiply,” 
has suddenly become a hemorrhage of terror. We 
are numbered in billions, and massed together, 
marshalled, numbered, marched here and there, 
taxed, drilled, armed, worked to the point of in- 
sensibility, dazed by ‘information, drugged by 
entertainment, surfeited with everything, 
nauseated with the human race and with our- 
selves, nauseated with life. 


As the end approaches, there is no room for 
nature. The cities crowd it off the face of the 
earth. As the end approaches, there is no room 
for quiet. There tis no room for solitude. There ‘is 
no room for thought. There iis no room for atten- 
tion, for the awareness of our state. In the time of 
the ultimate end, ‘there is no room for man. 

Those that lament the fact that there is no room 
for God must also be called to account for this. 
Have 'they perhaps added to the general crush by 


preaching a solid marble God that makes man 
alien to himself, a God that settles Himself grimly 
like an implacable object ‘in ‘the inner heart of 
man and drives man out of himself in despair? 


The time of the end lis the time of demons who 
occupy the heart (pretending to be gods) so that 
man himself finds no room for himself in himself. 
He finds no space to rest in his own heart, not 
because it is full, but because iit is void. Yet if he 
knew ‘that ‘the void itself, when hovered over by 
the Spirit, is an abyss of creativity... .He cannot 
believe ‘it. There is no room for belief. 


There is no room for him in the massed crowds of 
the eschatological society, the society of the end, 
in which all those for whom there is no room are 
thrown together, thrust, pitched out bodily into a 
whirlpool of empty forms, human_ spectres, 
swirling aimlessly ‘through their cities, all wishing 
they had never been born. 

In the time of the end there is no longer room 
for the desire to go on living. The time of the end 
is the time when men call on the mountains to 
fall on them, because they wish they did not exist. 


Why? Because ‘they are part of a proliferation of 
life that is not fully alive, it is programmed for 
death. A life that has not been chosen, and can 
hardly be accepted, has no more room for hope. 
Yet it must pretend to go on hoping. It is haunted 
by the demon of emptiness. And out of this 
unutterable void come the armies, the missiles, 
the weapons, the bombs, the concentration camps, 
the race riots, the racist murders, and all the 
other crimes of mass society. 


Is this pessimism? Is this the unforgivable sin of 
admitting what everybody really feels? Is it pessi- 
mism to diagnose cancer as cancer? Or should 
one simply go on pretending that everything is 
getting better every day, because the time of the 
end is ‘also, for some at any rate, the time of great 
prosperity? “The Kings of the earth have joined 
in ‘her idolatry and the traders of the earth have 
grown rich from her excessive luxury” (Revela- 
tions 18: 3). 


Half-human 


Into this world, this demented inn, in which there 
is absolutely no room for Him at all, Christ has 
come uninvited. But because He cannot be at 
home in it, because He is out of place in it, and 
yet He must be iin ‘it, His place is with those others 
for whom there ‘is no room. His place is with those 
who do not belong, who are rejected by power 
because they are regarded as weak, 'those who are 
discredited, who are denied the status of persons, 
tortured, exterminated. With those for whom 
there is no room, Christ is present in this world. 
He is mysteriously present in those for whom 
there seems to be nothing but the world at iits 
worst. For them, there is no escape even in 
imagination. They cannot identify with the power 
structure of a crowded humanity which seeks to 
project itself outward, anywhere, in a centrifugal 
flight into the void, 'to get out there where there 
is no God, no man, no name, no identity, no 
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weight, no self, nothing but the bright, self- 
directed, perfectly obedient, and infinitely ex- 
pensive machine. 

For those who are stubborn enough, devoted 
enough to power, there remains this last apocalyp- 
tic myth of machinery propagating ‘its own kind in 
the eschatological wilderness of space, while on 
earth the bombs make room! 


But the others: they remain imprisoned in other 
hopes, and in more pedestrian despairs, despairs 
and hopes which are held down to earth, down to 
street level, and to the pavement only: desires to 
be at least half-human, to taste a little human joy, 
to do a fairly decent job of productive work, to 
come home to the family ... desires for which 
there is no room. It is in these that He hides 
Himself, for whom there is no room. 


The time of the end? All right: when? But that 
is not tthe question. To say it is the time of the 
end is 'to answer ‘all the questions, for if it is the 
time of the end, and of great tribulation, then it 
is certainly and above all the time of The Great 
Joy. It is the itime ‘to “‘ lift up your heads for your 
redemption ‘is at hand.” It ‘is the time when the 
promise will be manifestly fulfilled, and no longer 
kept secret from anyone. It is the time for the joy 
that is given not as the world gives, and that no 
man can take away. 


Final beginning 


For the true eschatological banquet is not that of 
the birds on the bodies of the slain. It is the feast 
of the living, the wedding banquet of the Lamb. 
The ‘true eschatological convocation is not the 
crowding of armies on the field of battle, but the 
summons of The Great Joy, the cry of deliverance: 
“Come out of her my people that you may not 
share ‘in her sins and suffer from her plagues! ” 
(Revelations 18: 4), The cry of the itime of the end 
was uttered also in the beginning by Lot in Sodom, 
to his sons-in-law: ‘‘ Come, get out of this city, for 
the Lord will destroy it. But he seemed to them to 
be jesting ” (Genesis 19: 14). 

To leave tthe city of death and imprisonment is 
surely not bad news, except to those who have so 
identified themselves with their captivity that they 
can conceive no other reality and no other condi- 
tion. In such a case, there is nothing but tribula- 
tion: for while to stay in captivity is tragic, to 
break away from it is unthinkable, and so more 
tragic still. 


What ‘is needed, then, is the grace and courage to 
see that “The Great Tribulation” and ‘The 
Great Joy” are really inseparable, and that the 
“ Tribulation ” becomes “ Joy” when ‘it ‘is seen as 
the Victory of Life over Death. 


True, there is a sense in which there is no room for 
Joy in this tribulation. To say there is ‘no room ” 
for The Great Joy in the tribulation of “ the end ” 
is to say that the Evangelical joy must not be 
confused with the joys proposed by the world ‘in 
the time of the end; and, we must admit it, these 
are no longer convincing as joys. They become 
now stoic duties and sacrifices to be offered with- 
out question for ends that cannot be descried just 
now, since there is too much smoke and ‘the visi- 
bility is rather poor. In the last analysis, the 
“joy” proposed by the time of the end is simply 
dave eee Tash and the relief of getting it all over 
with. 


That is the demonic temptation of “the end.” For 
eschatology ‘is not finis and punishment, the 
winding up of accounts and the closing of books: 
it is the final beginning, the definitive birth into 
a new creation. It is not the last gasp of ex- 
hausted possibilities but the first taste of all that 
is beyond conceiving as actual. 


But can we believe tit? (‘He seemed to them to be 
jesting ’’!) 
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MARTIN BUBER 
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Our hope in this hour 


We ask what hope there can be at this hour. By 
that, we mean that we feel this hour to be not only 
one of deep distress, but also one which seemingly 
does not show any prospect of essentially different 
hours in the future, of a time of light and uplift. 
It is such a prospect which in a specific sense we 
call hope. 


Our common question has real common meaning 
and can expect a helpful reply only if what we 
feel in common is really the great need of man- 
kind in this hour. If a hundred or a thousand 
people came together and each brought along his 
present need, his personal fear of the world and 
of life, and all these needs were put in a heap, 
there would never arise from them a common 
need, a genuine common inquiry. Only if every 
questioner, through his own need, gained an in- 
sight into the great need of mankind at this hour, 
could the rivulets of need join ‘in a mighty stream 
to carry aloft the one urgent question. 


It is, however, most important that we should 
recognise the common need which we all sense not 
only in its exterior manifestations, but in its 
origin and depth. While it is essential that we 
should suffer in common the present sorrow of 
mankind, it is even more essential that we should 
strive together to find its origin; for only from 
there, from the very bottom, can we receive the 
gift of true hope of salvation. 


Today, as never before, mankind is divided into 
two camps, each of which sees in the other in- 
carnate falsehood and in itself incarnate truth. It 
is true that history has known groups of nations 
or religious groups facing each other so irrecon- 
cilably that one side denied or condemned the 
very existence of the other. But today, the human 
population of this planet as such is thus divided, 
and the division is almost universally accepted as 
necessary in this day and age. Whosoever excepts 
himself is being suspected or ridiculed by both 
sides. Both sides have taken possession of the 
Hght of day and plunged the other side into the 
darkness of night, and both sides demand of you 
that you should judge between day and night. 


Ideals and ideologies 


We can best trace the development of this cruel 
and grotesque situation when we realise how the 
three principles of the French Revolution were 
broken up. There, the more abstract conceptions 
of liberty and equality were held together by the 
more concrete conception of fraternity; for only 
if men feel themselves to be brothers can they 
partake of true liberty from, and true equality 
with, each other. When the watchword of fratern- 
ity was emptied of its real content, each of the 
two remaining ones was able to establish itself in 
opposition to the other, while gradually drifting 
away from truth and mixing more ‘and more 
intimately with foreign elements, elements of 
power and greed, inflated and presumptious. 


In such a state of affairs, man is more than ever 
inclined to see his own principle in its original 
purity and the opposing one in its present deter- 
ioration, especially when a powerful propaganda 
confirms his instincts. Man ‘is no longer content, as 
in earlier periods, to regard his own principle as 


A FOREIGN RULER 


He says, My reign is peace, so slays 
A thousand in the dead of night. 
Are you all happy now? he says, 
And those he leaves behind cry Quite. 
He swears he will have no contention, 
And sets all nations by the ears; 
He shouts aloud, No intervention! 
Invades, and drowns them all in tears. 
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wholly right and the opposing one as wholly false; 
he is convinced that his own side alone is above 
board, while the other side is playing an under- 
hand game; that he is concerned with the recogni- 
tion and realisation of truth, while his opponent 
is concerned only to disguise his selfish aims. To 
put it in modern terms: that his side stands for 
ideals, the other one merely for ideologies. 


During ‘the First World War I became aware of a 
process which till then I had only suspected, and 
which resulted in increasing ‘the obstacles in the 
way of true conversation, particularly between 
men of different natures and views. An immediate, 
unreserved dialogue is becoming more and more 
difficult and rare, the chasms between man and 
man increasingly more merciless and unbridge- 
able. This, I realised 35 years ago, ‘is the reaily 
fateful problem of mankind. 


Since then I have constantly pointed out that the 
future of man as man depends on the revival of 
the dialogue. The problem is how to overcome the 
massive distrust ‘in others, but also in ourselves. I 
do not mean the inborn primitive distrust directed 
against the foreigner, the vagrant, 'the drifter, or 
the suspicious attitude of the peasant on a lonely 
farm at the sudden appearance of a tramp. I 
mean the universal distrustfulness of our age. The 
revival of the dialogue is hindered by nothing so 
much as by that demoniacal power which rules the 
world, the demon of distrust on principle. 


Civilisations of dialogue 


What is the use of making 'the other person talk, 
if you are determined, as a matter of principle, to 
disbelieve what he will say? Your very meeting 
takes place under the shadow of his unreliability, 
and not altogether unjustifiably, since his meeting 
with you takes place under the corresponding 
shadow. Where distrust on principle becomes 
apparent, it begets distrust, and so on. 


To a certain extent, all great cultures have been 
civilisations of the dialogue. Their vital substance 
did not consist, as ‘is generally assumed, in out- 
standing individuals, but in their ‘true intercourse 
with each other; the individuals were but pre- 
requisites for the development of conversational 
life. What we call the creative spirit of man has 
never been anything but the appeal, the mental 
or artistic appeal, by those qualified to speak to 
those gifted or prepared to listen, and concen- 
trated in that appeal was the general dynamic of 
the dialogue. 


Unlimited simplification has been one of the de- 
cisive factors ‘in the development of this existen- 
tial distrust. If we are to overcome distrust, we 
must by no means go back ‘to ‘an uncritical accept- 
ance of human utterances, but forward 'to the 
discovery of increasingly precise limits and fron- 
tiers of ideological criticism. By that, I do not 
mean a vague idealism, but a more comprehen- 
sive, more penetrating realism, a greater realism, 
a realism of greater reality. 


Man should not be seen through, but seen more 
completely in his openness and his secrecy and in 
the relation of both to each other. We do not want 
to trust him blindly, but to trust him with our 
eyes open. That is, we want to perceive him in his 
diversity and as a whole, in his true nature with- 
out prejudice as to this or that background, and 
with the intention ‘to accept, ‘accredit, and confirm 
him to the extent permitted by such a perception. 
Only when this happens, and to the degree in 
which it happens, is it possible to begin a true 
conversation between the two camps into which 
mankind is divided. Those who begin ‘it must have 
overcome the a priori distrust in themselves, and 
they must be capable of recognising the true 
nature of their partners in conversation. Of 
course, they will not ‘be persons who speak only 
for themselves: behind them it will be possible 
vaguely to perceive the unorganised mass of those 
who feel themselves represented by them. 


This is quite a different representation from the 
political one: not involved in the expediencies of 
the moment, but gifted with the free outlook of 
those whom the unborn acclaim: independent 
individuals with no authority but that of the 


spirit, which, as we all know, has less power today 
than ever before. But there are moments in 
history when authority of the spirit is still suffi- 
cient to undertake the salvation of mankind, and 
I see such a moment approaching. 


The representatives of whom I am speaking will 
know the real needs of their own people and will 
be prepared to stand up for them, but they will 
also have a perceptive mind for ‘the real needs of 
others, and they will know how to lift ‘the real 
needs here ‘and there clear of the tangle of exag- 
geration. For that very reason they will inexorably 
separate truth from ‘propaganda in the matter of 
opposing interests. Not till there is nothing left of 
the seeming mass of conflicting ‘interests but the 
real conflict of needs, can they begin to consider 
among themselves the necessary and possible 
methods of reconciliation. 


Dare to think together 


The question with which they will have to begin 
seems to ‘be the simplest of all and is yet fraught 
with difficulties: What does man, everyman, need 
in order to live as man? For if the earth is not to 
be blown ‘to pieces, man, everyman, must have 
that which he needs tin order to live as man. 
Coming together from the two camps, those who 
stand in the authority of the spirit will dare ‘to 
think together in terms of the planet. 


Which will be the stronger in the last resort, the 
common trust ‘in the life of man, or the distrust 
of each other? Even ‘if the representatives for 
whom I hope can be found, their success will 
depend on those ‘they represent: on their unre- 
served honesty: the goodwill which rejects empty 
phrases: the courageous action of the individual. 
These qualities alone can give the representatives 
on earth the power they need. 


The hope of ‘this hour depends on those who are 
hoping, on ourselves. By that, I mean on those 
among us who most deeply feel the disease of man 
today, and who on his behalf speak the words, 
without which there can be no salvation: I will 
live. 

Our hope ‘in 'this hour ds that man will learn again 
to speak to man. But Jet us go beyond the urgent 
need, tthe fear, the worry of this hour; let us see 
the need in relation to mankind’s great highway 
of life, 'and we shall realise that direct contact 
has been interrupted not only between man and 
man, but between the human being and the 
foundation of all being. 


Hidden at the core of the feud between distrust 
and trust towards man there lies the feud between 
distrust and trust towards eternity. If our lips can 
only form an honest “ thou ”, ‘after being silent or 
stammering for so long, we shall at last have 
found our eternal *‘ thou” again. Reconciliation 
begets reconciliation. 


Robert Hurwitt writes: The demon- 
strations that have been taking place 
throughout America (and in London) 
against Dow Chemical have not gone 
unnoticed by that mammoth corpora- 
tion. Herbert D. Doan, president of 
Dow and a liberal, took the time to 
write ‘an article for the Wall Street 
Journal commenting on the situation. 
“This kind of publicity we don’t 
need,” writes Doan, “ for it fixes us in 
the minds of the public as the com- 
pany that makes napalm.” Indeed, 
that ‘is just what Dow is. According to 
Doan it is now the “only producer ” 
of napalm (a leading California pro- 
ducer quit last year after repeated 
attempts by demonstrators to block 
the entrances to his plant). 


Doan ‘cannot understand why there’s 
all this fuss about a little napalm 
“We are not a major defence con 
tractor. [Napalm] amounted to less 
than one half of one percent of total 
sales last year - in the range of $5 
million.” (Spokesmen for the com- 
pany have also quoted a figure of $6.5 
million - a discrepancy which may be 
of ‘interest ‘to the stockholders.) 
‘““Why do we produce napalm? In 
simplest ‘terms, we produce it be- 
cause we feel that our company 
should produce those items which 
our fighting men need in time of 
war when we have the ability to do 
so. ‘A quarter of a century ago this 
answer would have satisfied just 
about anyone who asked this ques- 
tion. Today, however, it doesn’t.” 


Doan says he has been assured by 
General Earle G. Wheeler, Chairman 
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, that 
napalm “ answers a specific military 
need in ‘certain combat situations 
peculiar to the type of warfare prac- 
tised by the Viet Cong.” But napalm, 
historically, has only been used effect- 
ively for mass incendiary raids on 
urban centres where it can produce 
fire storms and wipe out the popula- 
tion of a city. It is a weapon peculiarly 
suited to the indiscriminate murder of 


civilian populations ‘and its ‘indis- 
criminate use in Vietnam has been 
deemed relatively ineffective by most 
observers. 


Dow Chemical has been affected 
enough by demonstrations and boy- 
cotts of Dow products (‘which include 
Saranwrap, brake fluids and_ anti- 
freezes) to “take another look” at 
their government contract. But Doan 
says he feels that all the controversy 
may be “a healthy thing”. Although 
“there may be outstanding business- 
men or scientists who have been lost 
to Dow because of deep personal 
feelings on this matter, or simply be- 
cause somehow 'they were deprived of 


Biafra—who pays 
for the war? 


John Rety writes: The last question 
in the House of Commons on the 
Nigerian conflict ‘was asked on Octo- 
ber 24 by Mr Tilney, the Tory spokes- 
man for Commonwealth affairs. 


The Secretary of State, Mr Thomson’s 
reply, which put his trust ‘in the 
peacemaking efforts of the Organisa- 
tion for African Unity delegates, was 
the most recent 'that the press officer 
at the Commonwealth Office could 
unearth for me. Six weeks time Jag iis 
an indication of a shabby indifference 
to the realities of the civil war. 
Several questions must be asked. Who 
finances this war? It is an open secret 
that Nigeria is practically broke. In 
August 1967, a suggestion was made 
by the Biafrans, and was never 
denied, ‘that certain commercial 
interests, as distinct from govern- 
ments, have advanced £1 million to 
pay for arms shipments direct from 
this counttry (Freedom, August 12). 


Then again, who finances the Biafran 
war? Who supports which side? 
Officially (through official diplomatic 
channels), of course, everybody sup- 
ports the “ legal” government. Almost 
everybody supplies Lagos with arms. 
But, unofficially, there are qualifica- 
tions. 

Unofficially then, this ‘is the line-up. 
Actively supporting Nigeria are the 
Russians, the Greeks, South Africans, 
Rhodesians and ‘Britain, with diplo- 
matic backing and arms shipments. 
For the Biafrans, some active support 
comes from the Portuguese, the US 
(the fact that they are “neutral” is 
a positive help to the Biafrans) and, 
surprise, surprise, Red China. 


The big commercial interests keep 
changing sides according to the for- 
tunes of the war, and are now solidly 
behind General Gowon’s forces. But 
their ‘affected unconcern is astonish- 
‘ing. 

Shell-BP’s London press office wanted 
me to believe that they had no afti- 
tude ito the war. “It was a political 
matter.” I should try the Foreign 
Office. They had evacuated all person- 
nel from Nigeria. All? Well, they do 
have a “rep” in Lagos. 

The Americans thought that “Shell 
was probaly trying to play it cool.” 
Whilst oil refineries were burning? 
The US student for African affairs 
(standing ‘in for his press officer) was 
most informative. He had the highest 
regard for the Ibos. Americans haven't 
been evacuated from either side. He 
thought that the OAU delegation was 
mere windowdressing; that with the 
heavy commitment (of which I must 
have heard?) the US had iin both 
Vietnam and in Europe there was 
strong ‘Congressional opinion that 
we should keep out of this crisis.” 
Both he and the man from the 
Commonwealth Office were puzzled as 
to where all the money for the war 
came from, but 'the American was less 
surprised than his British counterpart 
and was not unduly worried that the 
Chinese were muscling in. 

There was no comment from Mao’s 
mother in Portland Place. All she 
said was, “ It ‘is very ‘inconvenient to 
answer questions on the telephone ”. 
So the war that Britain caused by 
forcing through an unwanted 
“federation ” still drags on. 
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DOW DEFENDS NAPALM 


the chance ‘to talk to our representa- 
tives’, Doan sees the situation as a 
chance for “a more meaningful 
See Let’s give him some more 
of it. 


A student at the University of Iowa 
recoils from a gas gun fired by a 
policeman: the students were protest- 
ing against the presence on campus of 
Dow recruiting officiers. 


Phoenix—‘a messy 


stalemate’ 


Robert Hurwitt writes: The second 
voyage of the Phoenix has reached 
“a messy stalemate ”, in the words of 
Dr Harrison Butterworth. Dr Butter- 
worth, Professor of English at Ohio 
University in Althens, Ohio, was a 
member of the crew of the Quaker 
yacht on the present voyage. He 
became iill during a vigil off Da Nang, 
protesting the refusal of the South 
Vietnamese government to allow the 
ship to deliver its medicines to ‘the 
South Vietnamese Red Cross and the 
Buddhists, and was flown out to Hong 
Kong. 


Dr Butterworth arrived in London last 
Friday, looking lean, tired, and sun- 
browned. He held a press conference 
at Friends House at which he elabor- 
ated on some of ‘the details of the 
voyage and the current stalemate. 
Specifically, he told about his two mile 
hike through NLF-contested territory 
near Da Nang. 


When a South Vietnamese govern- 
ment boat came ‘to tow the Phoenix 
outside the three mile limit, without 
giving any official explanation why 
the Phoenix wasn’t allowed to dock, 
Dr Butterworth and George Lakey 
jumped overboard and tried 'to swim 
ashore. Mr Lakey was picked up by 
the South Vietnamese, but Dr Butter- 
worth had better luck. He swam 
around the boat and to shore, where 
he found the main road, “the only 
road through Vietnam at that point,” 
and walked towards the city. 

“T didn’t know it was NLF anything,” 
he said, ‘“ but I did know that every 
evening American gunboats shelled 
that mountain over there and that 
when the South Vietnamese ‘put us 
to bed’ ithey sprayed the shore with 
machinegun fire.” When he’d walked 
some distance down the road he met 
some US soldiers who told him that 
they could not go where he had just 
been. ‘ 

The soldiers took him to Da Nang 
where Dr Butterworth managed to 
see the local government authority, 
General Huong Xuan Lam, “ very 
much a monarch ‘in his area.” It was 
General Lam who told Dr Butterworth 
that the crew’s visas had been 
revoked. 

The Phoenix sailed from Da Nang to 
Saigon and again requested per- 


mission to land and deliver their 
medical supplies. When refused ‘they 
asked permission ‘to sail up the 
Mekong, an international waterway, 
to Cambodia where they had received 
an oral promise that they would be 
allowed to dock. That permission was 
also refused, so the Phoenix began the 
voyage from Saigon to Sihanoukville, 
Cambodia’s seaport. 

Since their medicines had twice been 
turned away by the South Vietnamese 
government, ‘they felt that they could 
now, in good conscience, turn the 
cargo over to representatives of the 
North Vietnamese and NLF Red 
Crosses in Cambodia. Unfortunately, 
the Phoenix did not have a good radio. 
“We had been able to send messages 
ashore,” Dr Butterworth _ said, 
“ through a friendly neighbour boat,” 
but the news that reached the crew 
was scanty. 

American correspondents claimed to 
have discovered NLF camps in Cam- 
bodia. “The Americans apparently 
threatened ‘to blockade Sihanouk- 
ville” Butterworth explained, “if 
they were receiving supplies to help 
the NLF. The people on the ship didn’t 
know that.” 

Under these circumstances the Cam- 
bodian government, “genuinely afraid 
that America might block the port”, 
revoked permission for the Phoenix 
to land. “The Phoenix, in all ‘inno- 
cence, waltzed into the harbour, 
creating chaos.” 

“It’s a great pity,” Dr Butterworth 
added. “It was simply a matter, I 
think, of historical timing. It’s no- 
body’s fault.” And that is where the 
matter now stands. 

The Phoenix, fitted for a five day 
voyage from Hong Kong to Da Nang, 
has been at sea for a month, still has 
its cargo of $6,000 worth of medical 
supplies with no place to unload them 
and nowhere to go except back to 
Hong Kong. In that city another ton 
of surgical supplies, requested by the 
North Vietnamese Red Cross, is stored 
awaiting delivery. 

Yet the voyage cannot tbe called a 
failure. Dr Butterworth pointed out 
that the group has received many 
welcome expressions of sympathy and 
appreciation from ‘the Vietnamese. He 
is sure that, somehow, all the equip- 
ment will be delivered. 


John Arden 


A merry Christmas and so forth. Yes, 
well, I saw this man on the Frost 
Programme the other night who said 
that he had been informed, by tele- 
pathy and other sources from outer 
space, that the world was likely to end 
before December 25, 1967. 


First, he said, there would be a 
lightning nuclear war, and then we 
would be all kaput, unless we showed 
some willingness to look after our- 
selves and heed the warnings: Look- 
ing after ourselves, apparently, 
meant looking after pregnant women 
in particular. If the pregnant women 
are looked after (this man said that 
he was building a vast deep-sheiter 
for them at his home in Denmark) the 
people from outer space would send 
some help (flying saucers to fetch as 
many earth-people to safety as possi- 
ble) but not, repeat not, unless we 
heed the warnings. 


It may very well be true. We are 
going through a remarkable period 
of signs in the sky. Bear in mind the 
Revelation of St John; a few quotes 
may not be ‘inapposite. “ And I heard 
a voice in the midst of the four beasts 
say, A measure of wheat for a penny 
and three measures of barley for a 
penny; and see thou hurt not the oil 
and the wine.” Devaluation and the 
Common Market: what else? Or this: 
“And I looked, and beheld a pale 
horse: and his name was Death, 
and Hell followed with him. And 
power was given unto them over 
the fourth part of the earth, to kill 
with sword, and with hunger, and 
with death, and with the beasts of 
the earth.” 
That’s accurate enough and no error. 
So what about the Number of the 
Beast? 666, wasn’t it? Well, L is the 
12th letter of the alphabet, B lis the 
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2nd, and J is the 10th. Add all the 
digits in 12 and 2 and 10: answer = 
6. LBJ is 3 letters, so write 6 down 
thrice: and what do you get? 


So we knew it all the time: but it 
does tingle the scalp a bit, doesn’t it, 
when you find it in the Bible? I could 
probably fit it to Wilson, De Gaulle, 
Mao, or Kosygin as well, if pushed, 
but I‘haven’t got the space. 


So what do we do, besides looking 
after pregnant women, which any 
gent would do anyway? One of the 
most fascinating finds in the great 
“dig” at Camelot this year was a 
stone inscribed in Pictish Ogham. 
This has been kept very quiet for fear 
of public panic: but a rough transla- 
tion, obtained from the British 
Museum strong-room by the “Spies 
for Peace ’’, reads as follows: 


There’s a crooked old man who sits 
in my house, 
I can’t get him down and I can’t get 
him out. 
He’s twisted his feet round the 
beam of my rafter, 
He’s shaking with sobs and he’s 
cackling with laughter. 
Try, try, he’s got up so high, 
I can’t get him down and he spits 
in my eye. 
Bring fire bring fire, hot brands and 
red torches, 
Set fire to your wall and your roof 
and your porches. 
All, all, all burnt up and gone 
Into ashes and cinders and cracked 
blackened stone. 
So build your new house and in- 
habit it alone. 
If you don’t it is nobody’s fault but 
your own. 
There'll be no one to blame, once 
the old man is gone. 
In any case, if the man on tthe Frost 
Programme was right, there’ll be no 
one to read this report, or even to set 
it up in type. So much for the Festive 
Season. 


Theodore Roszak 


For an American, 1967 was .. . what 
else? ... another year of the same 
vile war. And the year hadn’t quite 
ended before somebody finally put his 
name on one of those deadly “ PAY 
UP OR ELSE” form-letters that my 
wife ‘and I keep receiving in response 
to our tax refusal. 

A somebody named Wendell Durand, 
away off at ithe US ‘tax processing 
headquarters in dreadful Ogden, 
Utah, the only town in the world 
which is located one million miles 
from anyplace else on earth. And 
there he sits, day after day, carefully 
inscribing his name on form-letters 
This is the answer we sent back ‘to 
him: 

“Wendell Durand . . . Chief, Corres- 
pondence Unit ... US Treasury De- 
partment... Internal Revenue Service 


Center ... Western Region... In 
reply refer to 65110: db; bs... Re 
SSN-556-42-7558 .. . Period 1966... 
Certified Mail No 24272 ... ‘In 


accordance with the provisions’... 
“as set forth ‘in Section 6402’... ‘ your 
claim is hereby’... ‘notice of dis- 
allowance iis issued .. .’ 

“Oh Lord, Oh Lord. Wendell Durand, 
out there in Ogden, Utah, far far 
away: we think that you are a real 
live hunvan being ...wereally do... 
even when you send us machine- 
tooled letters like this ... even when 
you insist on pretending that you are 
a digital computer ... we aren’t 
fooled. We ‘think that this Wendell 
Durand has a heart and an immortal 
soul and even, yes! feelings. 

““Maybe he has a wife .. . children 
... pets... things and people that he 
loves and which have taught him the 
meaning of gentleness and humanity. 
We think that he knows, even way 
out there in dismal Ogden, Utah, ‘that 
life iis a wondrous thing, and that 
death, death ‘by fire and gas and blast, 


is an obscenity. 

“ We don’t think that Wendell Durand 
is really Adolf Eichmann... no, not 
really ... not a robot who prides him- 
self in steeling his best sensitivities to 
the cruel slaughter of women and 
children ... the sort of non-man who 
cares more for his job ‘than for tthe 
humankindness in him for which 
others love and respect him. 

“Then why, Wendell Durand, do you 
send us such miserably inhuman 
letters? You know by now why we 
won't give you the $300. It is because 
we loathe ‘this war, this criminal war, 
with its arrogance and butchery and 
deception. We loathe it for what it is 
doing to the character of our society 
as much as for the suffering it ‘is in- 
flicting on that tiny land so far from 
our shores. 

“We loathe ‘it because it makes of our 
country what Russia became in 
Hungary, what the French became in 
Algeria, what the Chinese have be- 
come ‘in Tibet. Why don’t you tell us 
that you understand .. . and agree? 
Why do you hide yourself behind all 
this bureaucratic rhetoric and these 
form letters like a bashful child? 


“ Be human with us, Wendell Durand, 
and wiith yourself. Let’s do what we 
can to stay clean of this filthy affair. 
If you say that we can pay 'this money 
to the United Nations as we request, 
who could veto your decision? And if 
someone did, let it be on his head that 
he collected the blood money. And 
then, just think! You don’t have to 
go home to your family knowing that 
it was on your conscience. And you'll 
know that you’re a free man. 


“For you are a free man, Wendell 
Durand, free to give or withhold your 
cooperation, free to say yes or no to 
your responsibilities, free to be 
grown-up, and decent, and human. 
And you don’t have to ask anybody’s 
permission .. . not even the govern- 
ment’s! ” 


PersonalCommentPersonalCommentPersonalCon 


Allen Skinner 


This has been a terrible year. In the 
limits of this comment I will confine 
myself to the political happenings in 
Britain. 

The political record in this country 
has created such a universal sense of 
disillusionment that this provides the 
one hopeful gleam of light: ‘that the 
failure is obvious and definitive. There 
must be a general recognition among 
those seeking radical change in 
society that there must be a new 
beginning. 

There have of course been some 
aspects of government action that call 
for praise. Jennie Lee has shown an 
inspiring enthusiasm in relation to the 
arts, however much she is likely to be 
curbed in the coming year. Barbara 
Castle has shown enterprise and forth- 
rightness in some of her dealings with 
transport problems. And Roy Jenkins, 
whatever he may be doing in 1968, 
has more than once at the Home 
Office displayed a heart-warming 
attitude. 

These are all things, however, that 
have not in any sense involved a 
party basis. It is easily possible to 
think of some of the more decent 
Tories who might have done these 
things. It is in those aspects of policy 
that are directly related to socialist 
tradition that the Party has so 
brazenly affronted the principles on 
which it was supposed to be built. 

If one can throw one’s mind back, 
say, ten years and contemplate the 
happenings of 1967 from that stand- 
point, the distance from what might 
have been expected will be apparent. 
Though there had already in 1957 
been plenty of indications that much 
that had ‘been taught as fundamental 
Labour policy could be discarded 
under pressure, if it had then been 
prophesied that Labour would be 
using ‘its majority in the Commons for 


the creation of unemployment, what 
malicious bias would have been found 
in the prophet! 

Or again, if it had been forecast that 
Harold Wilson, who had let it be 
understood that he was opposed to 
the Gaitskell policy on nuclear 
weapons, would be responsible for 
Britain’s launching ‘that mighty engine 
of mass murder, the Polaris sub- 
marine (by grace and favour of the 
US, it ‘is true!). And suppose our 
prophet had also said that a coup 
d’etat in Greece would bring about a 
cruel and oppressive military dictator- 
ship, and that a British Labour govern- 
ment would be careful not tto make 
any condemnatory sign! 


Though General De Gaulle is not an 
endearing figure, iit has been he who 
has described the US operations in 
Vietnam as “odious”. It would have 
been an encouragement if Mr Wilson 
or Mr Brown could have used that 
word in this connection, but we know 
that this is impossible. A British 
“ socialist’ government is too much 
in pawn to American capitalism for 
such a thing to happen. Indeed, it is 
also too much tied up with capitalism 
in South Africa to be able to take any 
effective action to save the majority 
of the Rhodesian population from a 
racialist dictatorship. 

It is a sorry picture, in a year of evil 
record in the world. The one hopeful 
thing about it lis that ‘its lesson is a 
definite one. It ‘is the conclusive end- 
ing of the hopes of ‘the early socialists. 
The younger generation has been 
shown that ‘it will have to start again. 
May that beginning be made in 1968. 
For myself, I feel that such a new 
start would ‘be better to come from 
outside 'the Labour “left” lin Parlia- 
ment. These men have already com- 
pounded so many of the things they 
regarded as wrong that the ingrained 
habit is likely to condition anything 
they may do in the future. 


Adrian Mitchell 


If this is an inquest, count me out. 
Another bad year gone, and current 
squabbles about which segment of the 
peace movement is most correct seem 
about as relevant to the real terrors 
pa ‘the time as the Miss World freak- 
show. 


[Pd simply say that when the peace 
movement ‘is at its most courageous, 
it is most ‘successful, and salute those 
with more guts than myself; those 
who were released from jail this year 
for protesting against Wilson’s blas- 
phemy at Brighton, and those now ‘in 
jail for their part in the Greek 
Embassy business. 


We have had some success over the 
past few years. It is thanks to the 
peace movement that there is any 
debate about Vietnam. Not so long 
ago there was precious little discus- 
sion about the future of Asia. But 
every time the word “Vietnam” is 
used, whoever uses it, 'the position of 
Johnson becomes a little more un- 
comfortable. 


One of our chief problems, then, is to 
keep repeating that one word till it 
becomes inescapable for everyone, 
especially for those who have, as yet, 
never questioned our alliance with the 
USA. Let’s talk about 1968. 


There should be reminders of 'the war, 
everywhere. Simply writing or paint- 
ing that one word in as many places 
as possible would help. But I think 
that ‘it’s possible to convert the word 
into a simple symbol which iis much 
easier to spread. 

My suggestion is this: that we should 
go out and splash patches of red 
paint on streets, roads, highways, and 
pavements. Also on buildings or 
fences of establishments which have 
anything to do with the conduct of 
the alliance. 


Why red paint? Because red paint is 
an obvious symbol of blood and fire, 
and it has already been used, in 
various ways, ‘in American, British, 
and Australian demonstrations. Be- 
cause splashes of red paint along 
roads would be noticed by everyone. 
The splashes would be discussed by 
everyone. Because red paint, a symbol 
of destruction, is not in itself destruc- 
‘ive. 


How? Roads and motorways can be 
splattered simply by driving along 
and dropping, every half-mile or mile, 
a plastic bag of red paint. Bags of red 
paint can be leaked on to pavements 
by ‘those who do not have cars. 
(Obviously, glass containers shouldn’t 
be used or there will be car crashes 
and pedestrian injuries too.) With a 
little care, ‘it’s possible to spread red 
paint without much fear of detection. 
It’s a big long job, and the fewer who 
get arrested ‘the better. 


The RED PAINT campaign needs no 
central organisation whatever. It can 
‘be spread iby example and by word of 
mouth. It will take time to spread, but 
that can’t remove the dramatic ‘impact 
of more and more patches appearing. 
And as ‘the patches spread, people 
will begin to ask what the red paint 
is for. Newspapers and TV will 
investigate. 


We will 'tell anyone who asks: RED 
PAINT is simply a protest against the 
destruction of Vietnam ‘by ‘the Ameri- 
cans and a reminder of ithe war. This 
can be undelined by home made 
posters which can bear stencilled 
slogans against the war on a back- 
ground of splashed RED PAINT. 


Because the paint is red they will say 
that we are Communists. They'll say 
that anyway. Tell them the paint ‘is 
red ‘because human blood iis red. 
When? Begin now. Then let the red 
paint spread. 


Special offer for new readers 


6 weeks 
Peace News 


post free trial 5s 
Students, 10 weeks for 5s. 


Air edition 8 weeks for 10s; US, 
6 weeks for 1 dollar. Send this 
coupon to Peace News, 5 Caledonian 
Road, London N.1 (Block letters, 
please.) 


St Christopher School 
Letchworth 


A school community of some 400 
boys and girls (between 5 and 18 
years) and 100 adults practising 
educaction on sane and successful 
modern lines. 


Applications now belng 
considered for next year. 


6 | renounce war and I will never 
support or sanction another 
This pledge signed by each 
member is the basis of the Peace 
Pledge Union send your pledge to 
PPU Headquarters Dick Sheppard 
House 6 Endsleigh Street WC1 


Terms: 6d per word, min. 4s. Discounts for 
series. Box No. 1s extra. Cash with order (not 
stamps please}. Adverts to reach 5 Caledonian 
Rd., London, N.t by first post Monday. Box 
No, replies to same address. Displayed advert- 
isements rates on appi{cation. 


Coming events 

A RECITAL of Indian music in aid of VIETNAM 
with Prof Mikhil Banerjee, Sitar and Sri Kanai 
Dutt, Tabla. Thursday December 28, 7.30 pm. 
Assembly Hall, Wembley Town Hall. Tickets 
5s, 10s, 15s, 20s from BCPV, 374 Grays Inn 
Road, WC1: ILP, 197 Kings Cross Road, WC1. 


Personal 


FREE SPECIMEN COPY of Peace News sent to 
any friend of yours who might be a potential 
reader. Send names and addresses to Circula- 
tion, 5 Caledonian Rd, London Ni. 


TYPING, manuscripts, theses etc. Sue Pottle, 4c 
Willow Buildings, Willow Road, NW3. 


Publications 


LEAFLETS, POSTERS, a wide range of PEACE, 
RADICAL AND POLITICAL LITERATURE (and 
any book in print) can be obtained through 
Housmans (the Peace News booksellers). Sale 
or return selections for meetings ete (every- 
thing arranged for you). Write or call: Richard 
Vaughan, 5 Caledonian Road, London Nl. 


Situations vacant 

WANTED full time organiser for the Campaign 
for Nuclear Disarmament, North West Region, 
Manchester Office. Apply in writing to: Mrs 
Higgins, Hon Sec NW Region CND, 14 Tib Lane, 
Manchester 2. 


Wanted 


HELP WITH PEACE NEWS SALES in all parts 
of the country. Why not run a bookstall with 
the help of our literature manager Richard 
Vaughan, 5 Caledonian Rd, N1. 


STUDENT, OAP, Housewife, or just ‘‘ resting ’’? 
Don’t sit at home and mope, come and help in 
the office (every day, any time during office 
hours) or Wednesday 5 to 8 pm for Peace News 
despatching. Volunteers urgently needed. 5 
Caledonian Road, N1 (Kings Cross tube). 


Get Peace News 


every Friday: order It from 
your newsagent 


A better way to save 
for a rainy day 


No matter how hard 

you watch, it won't grow 
under glass; however it will 
grow fast and safely with the 
St. Pancras Building Society. 
We offer 43% per 

annum on saving shares and 
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As this is a free service we reserve the right to 

select from notices sent in. To make the service 

as complete as possible, we urge organisers to: 

1. Send entries to arrive not later than first 
post Monday (Friday preferred). 

2, Include date, town, place (hall, street), 
nature of event, speakers, organisers (and 
secretary’s address). 

To publicise full details, book a classified or 

displayed advertisement. 

Remember to order copies of Peace News for 

your advertised meeting: Sale or Return. From 

Circulation Dept., 5 Caledonian Road, N.1 

Registered at the GPO as a newspaper 


22 December, Friday 


LONDON NW1. Round House, Chalk Farm, Viet- 
nam Victory Concert. NLF 7th anniversary cele- 
brations with John Arden, Christopher Logue, 
Adrian Mitchell, Ginger Johnson & his African 
Messengers, CAST, Films, Steel Band, Folk 
Singers etc. All tickets 10s from VSC, 49 Riving- 
ton St, EC2. Tel: 739 6951. 


23 December, Saturday 


BRISTOL. Mornings. Queens Road. On 
Peace News and peace books. Helpers 
comed. Chris Shellard. 


24 December, Sunday 


BIRMINGHAM, 8 pm. ‘' Salutation ’’ Snow Hill. 
Jazz club, all profits ta CND. 


BRISTOL DOWNS. 3 pm. Speakers Corner, 
and PPU speakers. 


27 December, Wednesday 


LEICESTER. 8 pm. 1 The Crescent, King Street. 
Leicester Project, libertarian/peace action & 
discussion. 


LONDON WC1. 7.30 pm. 6 Endsleigh St. Wednes- 
day deliberations. London C100. 


28 December, Thursday 


BRIGHTON. 12.15 to 2 pm. Friends Centre, Ship 
Street. Oxfam lunch hour. 


sale 
wel- 


CND 


Peace News 


an independent weekly 

Co-editors: Roger Barnard (Features) 
Peter Willis (Sub-editor) 
Bob Overy (News) 

Editorial Assistants: Betty Roszak, 

Robert Hurwitt 

General Manager: Harry Mister 

Distribution: Peter Drinkwater 

Subscriptions: Julie Kettle 


5 Caledonian Road, Kings Cross, 
London Nl. Telephone TER 4473 


POSTAL SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


North Africa and Middle East: 3 months 16s 6d, 
6 months 32s 6d, 1 year 63s. 

India, Africa and South East Asia: 3 months 
18s 5d, 6 months 36s 10d, Il year 72s. 

Australia, New Zealand and Far East: 3 months 
20s 7d, 6 months 41s 2d, 1 year 80s, 

North America: $10 a year to Peace News, c/o 
AFSC, 160 North 15th o Philadelphia 2, Pa. 


AIRMAIL EDITIONS 


Great Britain: 3 months 163 3d, 6 months 
32s 6d, 1 year 63s. 
Abroad (seamail): 8 months 15s $d, 6 months 


Sls 6d, 1 year 608. Add 10s p.a. for pam- 
phlets. 
eee el 
HULL. 8 pm. Blue Bell Inn, Lowgate. ‘‘ The 
Freedom Folk ’’ Folksong, Ballads, Blues -and 
Poetry. 
LONDON SW4. 7.30 pm. 14 Clapham Court, 


Kings Avenue (Acre Lane end). South West 


London Libertarians. 


30-31 December, Sat-Sun 


PONTEFRACT, YORKS. Brotherhood Church, 
Stapleton. Weekend for young people with dis- 
cussions etc. Accommodation provided. Tele- 
phone Wentbridge 381. Yorkshire area PPU. 


In 1968 HOUSMANS plans to 


start a new book and peace literature showroom 

increase its printing work for movement and personal use 

further develop commercial stationery and office equipment sales 
continue publishing pamphlets and badges 

promote more bookstalls in colleges, on street corners, at meetings 


and through local groups 


increase sales of peace literature to bookshops 


maintain its international mail order service for books of all kinds 
provide any other suitable service that our friends require 


and all the proceeds will be devoted to Peace News 
Please help us with your orders and recommendations 


Charles Hill, David McLellan, Richard Vaughan, Richard Squirrel, Ivy 


and Harry Mister. 


5 Caledonian Road, Kings Cross, London N1. 01-837 4473. 
———————— eee 


for a peaceful New Year you will need the 


International Peace Diary 1968 
full of useful information, including 64 pp World Peace Directory, 16 pp 


World Maps 


DAY-TO-A-PAGE 8s 6d (post 8d) 
Six for 45s post free 


43% per annum on investment 
shares, with income tax paid 

- by the society. Convinced? Well 
then, bring or send your jar 
along to the address below and 
then watch your savings grow. 


2 1T.PANCRAS 
BUILDING ; 
SOCIETY 


a 
refP 200 FINCHLEY RD LONDON N.W.3 


WEEK-TO-TWO-PAGES 5s (post 6d) 


Six for 25s post free 
Housmans, 5 Caledonian Road, Kings Cross, London N1. 


Tribune 


is not the most pacific of 
left-wing weeklies. 

It is angry, turbulant, and 
sometimes intolerant - but 


PLEASE SEND ME TRIBUNE 
FOR EIGHT WEEKS 
I ENCLOSE 6s (US $1) 


never of vegetarians, flat- 


earthers or non-Labour Party 
peace workers 

Every Friday from all 
newsagents Is 


or take advantage of this 


special offer 
$8 weeks for 6s (post free) er $1 US 


Send to: TRIBUNE, 
24 St John St, London EC1 
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YOUNG LIBERALS The Greek arm 


MOVE TO CIVIL 
DISOBEDIENCE 


David Mumford reports: Full support 
was pledged by the National League 
of Young Liberals and the Union of 
Liberal Students two weeks ago for 
any civil disobedience in Birkenhead 
when the next Polaris sub is launched. 


This is the outcome of a noticeable 
shift over the past three months 
towards non-violent direct action by 
the YLs. At the joint conference of 
ULS and NLYL executives on Decem- 
ber 2, ideas put forward by Phil Kelly 
and myself on ithe importance of 
non-violent action and the contextual 
necessity for civil disobedience were 
accepted without demur as regards 
Britain. 

The Liberal Party, too, is moving 
slowly in this direction. After Christo- 
pher Layton (Prospective Parliament- 
ary Candidate, Chippenham) had 
signed the appeal in The Times, 
Liberal Party Council - the policy 
making body between assemblies - 
passed a resolution on US draft 
evaders and deserters, pledging the 
Liberal Party to ‘make every effort 
to aid US citizens in Britain who have 
left their country because of objec- 
tions to serving in Vietnam.” 


Taken in conjunction with much 
activity of this kind at local branch 
level - over everything from zebra 
crossings at Hartlepools to tenants 
associations in Islington - while the 
YLs are not rejecting fighting elec- 
tions, they are coming to see so doing 
as just one more method of communi- 
eating ideas on participation to 
people. 


‘Stop the Draft’ 


statistics 


Details of the Stop the Draft Week 
(December 4-8) iin ‘the States are still 
coming in. Martin Jezer sent us the 
following statistics from New York on 
the arrests in the eastern states; no 
word yet from the west: 

74 demonstrators were arrested in 

a sit-in in Philadelphia. 

86 arrested in Cincinnatti. 

30 in New Haven, Connecticut. 

21 in “ the small New England town 

of Manchester, New Hampshire, 

where police were so brutal that the 

local press took issue.” 
581 were arrested in a week of demon- 
strations in New York City including, 
on the first day, Dr Benjamin Spock, 
Terry Southern, Allen Ginsberg, Dr 
Conor Cruise O’Brien, and Susan 
Sontag. “ Another 200 were arrested 
but later released, in what police 
termed an ‘ honest mistake ’.” 
“The mobile tactic in New York was 
to run into the streets against the 
traffic, block cars and intersections, 
talk to the pedestrians and drivers. 
When met by police, demonstrators 
retreated to the sidewalk or moved 
down another street. The object of 
these tactics was to avoid static con- 
frontations with the police that would 
lead to violence and arrests. 
* Although there were many arrests, 
the tactics and the self-discipline of 
the demonstrators kept the incidents 
of violence to a minimum, although in 
over three instances the police used 
billy clubs in an attempt to disperse 
the demonstrators. 


Gifts for Vietnam 


Peggy Smith, off for Cambodia on 
January 3 with Non-violent Action in 
Vietnam, asks readers to send her 
balloons, boiled sweets, and Christmas 
cards with simple messages from 
children for distribution when she 
arrives. Address: 39 Wood Lane, Lon- 
don N6. 


Published by Peace News Ltd, 5 Caledonian 
Road, London Ni, and printed in Great Britain 
by Goodwin Press Ltd, 1385 Fonthill Road, 
London N4, 


y game: nothing 


to do with democracy 


Bob Overy writes: Tt seemed, at first, 
that Constantine’s incredibly bungled 
counter-coup was the product of a 
royal mind irremediably bemused by 
the mythology of kingship. Kings used 
to be taught that their every step and 
fingernail were precious. Perhaps the 
young King seriously believed that he 
had only to speak out against the 
junta and the whole military edifice 
would come ‘toppling down? 


More charitable explanations for the 
King’s abysmal “revolution” have 
now appeared. He had been isolated 
from his former political advisers by 
the junta. His counter-coup had to 
have the support of politicians, as 
against simply military men, other- 
wise it wouldn’t be seen as preferable 
to the earlier coup: but this involved 
discussing his plans with far too many 
people... 

The Cyprus crisis delayed his plan (or 
alternatively precipitated it). Colonel 
Papadopoulos got fed up with waiting 
for the counter-coup (so widely 
rumoured) and forced the King to 
move before he intended by demand- 
ing to be made prime minister; or, 
alternatively, by demanding 'the dis- 
missal of more of the “King’s men” 
from the army... 


Basically, anyway, the dispute be- 
tween the King and the junta was not 
about the establishment, or re-estab- 
lishment, of democracy in Greece; but 
about who controlled the army. The 
Greek crisis in 1965, when Papan- 
dreou was dismissed, concerned who 
was to control the army. Constantine 


The “ more popular carols ” are being 
rewritten with ‘‘ appropriate words ” 
for a mass carol singing service out- 
side the US Embassy in Grosvenor 
Square at 7 pm on Friday, December 
22. 


gambled this time that the army was 
loyal to him; and it wasn’t. 

Since then we have had the most un- 
dignified spectacle of the King seek- 
ing to return and the junta, recognis- 
ing the benefit in this to their inter- 
national position, trying fairly hard 
to find a compromise formula. 


Immediately the counter-coup was 
squashed, the military junta ordered 
the King’s portrait to be taken down 
in government offices. They also had 
a Regent sworn in illegally before the 
deposed King was off Greek soil. Is it, 
then, subscribing to the devil-theory 
to suggest that one force only has 
been pressuring both sides to climb 
down, and that is ‘the US State De- 
partment? Which is why the King’s 
portrait has temporarily gone up 
again? 

US ambassadors in Rome and Athens 
have been active ‘in trying to promote 
the return of the King, for the pre- 
sence of an illegal regime in NATO’s 
south-eastern corner and the necessity 
to make unfriendly noises towards it, 
might provoke a “ dangerous ‘instabil- 
ity ” ‘in the area. With the King gone, 
the only alternative to the junta be- 
comes a “dangerously leftist”, re- 
publican regime. 

Regrettably, then, there is little to be 
hoped for in 'the sitwation. The posi- 
tion is curiously analagous ‘to that 
during the last war, when ‘in face of 
the Nazi occupation the King fled and 
it was the left that organised the re- 
sistance movement. At 'the end of the 
war, the Greek left was in control of 
the country; but the Western powers, 
and specifically Britain, brought back 
the King from exile and reimposed 
the monarchy. 


Clearly, that mustn’*t happen again. 
But it is rather too much to hope that 


the West will now abandon all 
thoughts of restoring the monarchy 
and seek instead to bolster opposition 
within Greece by withdrawing all 
legal and diplomatic recognition, 
economic aid and investment, and, 
most important, military aid through 
NATO. We may expect, in due course, 
a tardy recognition of the de facto 
regime. 


Christmas amnesty? 


New arguments were presented to the 
Home Secretary last week for the 
release of Terry Chandler, Michael 
Randle and Del Foley from prison. 
Members of Save Greece Now! 
visited the Home Office in London to 
ask for a Christmas Amnesty for the 
three men. 


In view of the King’s departure from 
Greece and his reported opposition to 
the Greek junta from the moment of 
the coup, Save Greece Now! argues, 
firstly, that the Old Bailey judge was 
not as aware as he might have been of 
the precarious legal status of the 
Greek Embassy in London. 


Secondly, it suggests ‘that the British 
government could usefully choose this 
moment ‘to make ‘a political amnesty 
of the men, since it has so far made 
no significant public gesture of oppo- 
sition to the military junta. 

Jim Radford, Bob Overy and Peter 
Cadogan called at the Home Office 
last Thursday and, after some argu- 
ment, were promised that the Home 
Secretary would read a letter making 
these points and reply to them. On 
Sunday, more than 30 people staged 
a march from the Greek Embassy to 
Mr Callaghan’s home in Downing 
Street ‘in support of the Christmas 
Amnesty appeal. 


Todd Gitlin 


AMERICA AS A CIVILISATION 


Conveniently for our peace-loving people the current hostilities 
Have been arranged at some distance from our current festivities 
So that without interrupting our daily felicities 
We may return home on schedule to watch the daily atrocities. 
a 


